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but checked himself. cHere am I/ thought he,
* trying to get the last word, like an old woman.'

At this moment there was heard a piteous mewing,
the parson went towards the door.

^ Excuse me a moment; I'm afraid that's one of
my cats out in the wet," He returned a minute later
with a wet cat in his arms. 4C They will get out," he
said to Shelton, with a smile on his thin face, suffused
by stooping. And absently he stroked the dripping
cat, while a drop of wet ran off his nose. " Poor
pussy, poor pussy 1 " The sound of that " Poor
pussy ! " like nothing human in its cracked superiority,
the softness of that smile, like the smile of gentleness
itself, haunted Shelton till he fell asleep.